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FOREWORD 


by 

P.O.W. Number 4473 
R. W. Queen-Hughes 
Lieutenant and Transport Officer 
1st. Battalion, Winnipeg Grenadiers 

One evening in March, 1944, we were sitting in a small cubicle at the 
end of E-1-(Officers* Hut) in Shamshuipo Prisoners of War Comp. S/Sgt. Horry 
McNoughton was one of the group present and we discussed the affairs of the 
O.B.E. Qub (Over by Easter). We did not expect to be out by Easter, so a 
change of name seemed desirable. Incidentally, this was not the first time, 
for we had been members of the O.B.E. Club in 1943, and, because of hope 
deferred, changed the name to H.B.C. Club (Home by Christmas). Christmas, 
1943, came and went and we were not home, so, O.B.E. 1944 was revived. 

Now on this March evening, with the rain pattering down on the roof of 
our unlovely quarters, Easter loomed all too near. Someone suggested O.D.D. 
(Over Dominion Day), but caution learned from experience dictated Labor Day, 
rather than Dominion Day. So was bom, the O.L.D. Club, with Harry 
McNoughton enthusiastically declaring, "We can't miss," as he became, once 
more, a charter member with just as much hope as ever. 

To the reader this may seem a trivial enough incident to relate. The 
truth is, nevertheless, that it does indicate the cheerful optimism displayed 
by Harry McNoughton ever since he became a Prisoner of War with the 
capitulation of Hong Kong to the Japanese on December 25th (Christmas 
Day) 1941. 

This book of verse is impregnated with the personality of the author. 
You have here the viewpoint of a Scotsman, who, since he adopted Canada 
as his homeland has fought in two wars. As an Armourer, Harry went 
overseas with the C.E.F. to World War No. 1, and as on Armourer, he was 
attached for all purposes to the 1st Battalion, Winnipeg Grenadiers for World 
War No. II. Port of the "AH" purposes, included our prison incarceration. 

The verses in this book reveal a generous nature, devoid of bitterness, 
with a salty humour which reveals no sympathy with the "Unco Guid," but yet 
is full of the milk of human kindness. Although the metre may limp in spots 
and the scenes described may be invested with sentiment not apparent to less 
cheerful dispositions, they have the merit of being eye-witness snapshots of 
actual happenings in the daily life of a prisoner of war. That Harry could 
see what he sow in the Canadian Dysentry Hospital, with nothing more to 
color his imagination than "Green Horror" (Boiled Chrysanthemum Leaves) 
and boiled rice, without being soured, speaks worlds for his simple faith. 

For those reasons alone, as well as for many more personal ones, I feel 
proud to have been asked by the author to write this short preface. I only 
hope that many other men and women who also served in Canada's Armed 
Forces in other theatres of war, will be able to read this book and capture 
some of the essence which is in it of S/Sgt. Harry McNoughton, of the 
R.C.E.M.E. attached, Winnipeg Grenadiers. 


—R. W. Queen-Hughes 

Lieutenant 


I 


901936 







INTRODUCTION 


The walls of Memory's Hall ore not soundproof. They con never with¬ 
stand the siege of the voice of yesteryear. 

I think it is impossible for anyone of us to ever hope to escape from the 
avalanche of memories that never fail to appear during the inevitable 
twilight hours. Perhaps, if we ore honest with ourselves, we welcome such a 
chance to again glimpse into the past. 

Some of the incidents at Shamshuipo were perhaps such as we would 
much rather forget; yet, in the recollection of many of them, there will be a 
justifiable pride in so doing. Certainly we hove nothing but the greatest 
of admiration for the manner in which most of the boys took it on the chin. 

Then, we con hardly forget those lads, who, in song, story, ploy and 
dance, brought to us many a bright, merry hour. No; we shall not forget 
them; we couldn't! 

Who amongst us, I ask, is liable to forget the gallant and faithful medicos, 
and their staff. All of us hove more than ample cause to gratefully remember 
their sterling devotion to duty, the battle which was &eirs against such 
tremendous odds. We ore never likely to forget them, and won't. 

It would be churlish indeed to omit mention of the chaplain service. 
Regardless of our belief or attitude toward matters spiritual or eternal, 
we shall be always reminded of their unstinted service. They, at all 
times, kept within us the full import of the Creator's message to mankind. 
So, it isn't likely that we shall forget easily. 

As we throw another log on the fire, we shall panoramically see again, 
in the leaping flames and in the rich red glow of embered ash, the pictures 
of the yesteryear. 

Who shall know better than ourselves, that it all has been good for us. 
We hove been through the hard school, but our education in the matter of 
acquiring a new and higher sense of human values, goes without saying. 

I do most heartily agree that one must be born a poet. The most 
exhaustive investigation fails dismally to reveal the slightest atom bordering 
on a claim which would allow me to enter into the worthy realms of the 
poetical world. 

Time hung very heavy on our hands behind the wires, yet all of us 
found some little hobby or another to kill the time. It may be that my critics 
(if any) shall not condemn me too severely, and it may be that they shall 
forgive me for "attempted impersonation." Perhaps I shall even live to hear 
that a jury of my readers hove enjoyed my little book, and hove found me 
guilty on one charge only, to which I readily plead, that is—"good intent." 

I want to thank my many comrades and friends who hove been such a 
splendid encouragement. I wont to thank them for the insistent demand that 
I hove this book published. Without such urging, I question very much 
if this book would hove ever seen the light of day. Once more to them, then, 
my thanks. 

To Mr. and Mrs. H. C. Anderson of Winnipeg, I want to soy so much in 
gratitude that a mere "Thank you" is small measure in return for the 
very helpful way they hove assisted me in checking my manuscript and 
other ways in which they made it as presentable as it is. 

To my readers, far and near, I hope that this little book of memories shall 
be to you something entertaining as well as enlightening. It will bring to 
many, some idea of our lives behind the wires. 

To my little volume, I soy, Au Revoir and Bonne Chance. 

S/Sgt. Harry P. McNoughton. 


P.O.W. Camp, Shamshuipo. 


December 23, 1944. 
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SHADOW LIGHTS OF SHAMSHUIPO 


We shall see where e'er we go 

The shadow lights of Shamshuipo, 
Wherein were spent the tragic hours 
In Prison Camp that once was ours. 

In ember glow and leaping flame 

The pictures seen ore just the some, 
The Holt, The Lome, The Sick, The Blind, 
The lasting scourge of Nippon mind. 

We shall see again in view 

Men who suffered sickly days. 

Who bravely fought for spark of life. 

But later trod the Heavenly way. 

There will be for us to see 

The ways of those who willed to win. 
Who staunchly stood the Nippon's wrath 
Those cowardly blows upon the chin. 

Again we'll see the four drab walls 
That housed those stricken souls 
Whose ebbing life made just demands 

For food and drugs, the Nips had stole. 

There shall rise as out the mist 

Those barren hills where all dead go 
Awaiting God's just recompense, 

For life was Hell in Shamshuipo. 

When embered glow becomes grey ash 
And no more pictures show. 

We'll thankful be that shadow lights 
Are out in Shamshuipo. 
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MY FRIEND 


It took a lot of suffering on the part of many to fully realize, that, in the 
suffering, there was always a buddy or two that never forgot them. I think 
that one of the nicest things one can remember when in sick boy, was the visit 
of a pal who wanted to do something, even if it were only to sit down and hove 
a chat. Innumerable times a friend brought some little thing, perhaps a 
smoke, or a bit of something to eat. So in token of my gratitude, and speaking 
for others who had such a friend or friends, this tribute is especially dedicated. 


Give me a chair 

By the fireplace there 

And leave me alone for a while; 

With the flickering flame 
ril travel again 

The byways of yesteryear miles. 

For I want to recall 

Those scenes one and all 

And the suffering that found me a friend. 

How he helped me along 

With a word and a song 

And stayed with me right to the end. 

Tho' he hadn't much 
He'd shore with me such 
Oft-times it was only a bite. 

But that's how he felt 

As he tightened his belt 

Tho' freedom was never in sight. 

He kept keeping tag 

He'd give his last fag 

Tho' smokes were more than just slim. 

And when in the dumps 
He proved to be trumps 
For he carried a grin on his chin. 

I'm glad I can go 

While the flames are aglow 

To those days when we faced journey's end, 

For the picture will show 

The one thing I know 

That never had man such a friend. 
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HOW ABOUT IT, BUDDY? 


Whatever we may hove given in the service of our country, is all to 
the good. There is no shadow of doubt that it has been appreciated. But it 
isn't enough. We musn't stop there and figure the job done. We still hove 
on opportunity to continue and align ourselves in what I consider the biggest 
job of all. There is always the aftermath of getting back to post-war 
conditions and it is here where we must fit ourselves and, hand in hand, 
be ready to assume our shore of the responsibilities of citizenship. 

***** 

You fought the battles bravely 
Amidst the shot and shell, 

You've suffered much in Prison Camp,— 

Such stories you could tell. 

But now that war has ended 
What do you aim to do? 

What about the other mile 
Are you going to see it through? 

You've laid aside your rifle. 

You've got your "civvies" on. 

Shall I count you 'mongst the many 
The world depends upon? 

It won't be just plain sailing. 

There'll be so much to do 

When we start to build a new world 

We'll be looking 'round for you. 

Your name was Tommy Atkins 
And a good one too, at that; 

We never found you missing 
When your turn came to bat. 

But take a tip, my comrade, 

There's still another fight 

And I want you here beside me. 

Or else it won't seem right. 

There'll be some re-adjusting 
There'll be taxes too, to pay— 

Some hardships to be borne 
As we move along the way. 

Pay no heed to grouchers 

Who feel they've done their share. 

Think of what you sacrificed 
Whilst fighting "over there." 

We may escape the limelight 
As we do our little bit. 

But someone keeps a scoreboard 
And will register "a hit." 
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Your nation needs you badly, 

Much more than yesterday 
When you were Tommy Atkins 
And drawing soldier's pay. 

In village, town or city 
You'll be called upon to play 
A hand or two in helping 
To build a better day. 

So, I'm counting on you. Buddy, 
When they sound the old "Fall In" 
And as a pair of "Civvies" 

We'll show 'em how to win. 
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DAILY SUPPLICATION 

.u-* ‘9, ^®°r about some of the sentimental thoughts 

thcrt were prevalent, especially amongst the lads in hospital. When many 
of them were just recovering and had escaped the coll of the Grim Reaper, 
it was the most natural thing to express themselves as thankful and further 
enlcffge their sense of gratitude by phrasing what I consider, some worthwhile 
resc^utions. In conversation with many of them, it was most profitable to 
c^tnre some of their sound philosophical ideas on life itself. Here is a little 
thing that appealed to many of them. 

***** 

I cannot tell 

What tomorrow will bring; 

I may be a pauper 
I might be a king. 

Whatever I am 
I long to be 
Forever the man 
You found me to be. 

What matters the coat 
That covers the heart; 

Let me be ready 
To ploy well my part— 

And in the doing, 

Of each kindly act 
Let no thought of mine 
A reward to exact. 

Let tongue speak the word 
That brings joy to all 
And hasten my footsteps 
Should friend ever coll, 
lust let me live 
That I do some good 
And seek every chance 
While Tm in the mood. 

Such is my prayer 
For all time to come. 

Then happy I'll be 
When each day is done. 
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SICK BAY, SHAMSHUIPO 


Canadians were transferred from North Point Camp on the Hong Kong 
area to the Shamshuipo Camp on the Kow-loon area on the mainland, 
September the 26th, 1942. For a month prior to our arrival at the latter comp, 
the British and local volunteer forces had suffered heavily from an outbreak 
of diphtheria, resulting in over two hundred deaths. There was also prevalent 
in camp a great many cases of dysentry. We lost in the space of a few 
months, over a hundred men from both these diseases. The huts were without 
doors, windows, lights or beds. There was no anti-toxin serum, no salts, 
in fact, very little medical supplies. The huts presented a most cheerless 
outlook to those who went sick. Visiting one day, I sow at the head of a 
fellow's bed, (concrete floor), an old tin can holding a few flowers. It was 
arresting to say the least. A few days later I sow some more flowers. The 
same chop was the recipient. It was a funeral wreath. 

* * * * « 

I tossed and turned upon the floor 
That served as mattressed bed, 

A woolen sweater upon some bricks 
Pillowed my fevered head. 

The four brick walls were ugly, bore. 

Silent witness to the struggle, where 

It seemed as if cold death might win— 

The room was steeped in dark despair. 

Chill damp blew in through open space 
Where a window used to be, 

A hungry rat climbed on my shelf 
And shared a crust with me. 

But what was this beside my head; 

Was it just another dream? 

Did fevered eyes make sad mistake 

So quickly thus to change the scene? 

The hardened floor became a couch 

Of yielding spring and cushioned ease; 

My room became a palace fair— 

From death's cold chamber, grim and bare. 

For there it was in vase so rare. 

An old tin can with flowers was there. 

Quickly to my lips came prayer 
For simple gift beyond compare. 

An old tin can beside my head 

Seemed gold indeed with flowers fair; 

They breathed fond words of healing grace 
I knew then, God was everywhere. 
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THE CHALLENGE OF THE SLAIN 

Having completed service in two World Wars, I find myself asking the 
question of questions, "Is this the last?" 

Con we build a new world? Can we find a peace that is lasting? Must 
the sufferings undergone by the peoples of all free nations count for nothing? 
Is such only another portion of our children's birthright? None will ever hope 
to find a perfect Utopia. The task in itself seems great in magnitude, but it 
isn t impossible. Only by unification of all effort can we ever hope to build 
a lasting peace, and I think that no greater opportunity was ever presented 
the world, than such as exists at the present time. 

***** 

What soy ye of tomorrow 

When gims are silent once again— 

Shall we heedless be as to the message 
Left to us by battle slain? 

Shall this peace so dearly purchased 
Be the arrow that points the way 
On and on toward higher things 

To build a new world day by day. 

No more the earth a pool of blood 

Or graveyard for the battle dead— 

Let's sow our fields with golden grain 

Bedeck our earth with flowers instead. 

No more hunger must be known 
In our land so rich and free— 

No poor soul alone on wayside 
Our motto must forever be. 

Let proud justice reign supreme 
All for one and one for all; 

Truth must then be our foundation 
Our structure thus shall never fall. 

As we build anew this stronghold 

Measure not our works by time— 

Let our building plans be guided 
By the Creator's voice divine. 

Then peace shall reign o'er all the earth 
When all the human race 
Shall forge the links that moke the chain 
To make our earth God's dwelling place. 
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HARDPAN PHILOSOPHY 


Here we have a bit of the Nor'-West, where men are men and bacxDn 
and beans do most of the talking. It still is suprising how little conception of 
Canadicm life most of the Old Country folks have, although many have 
expressed ^eir desire to come to Canada "apres la guerre." While a great 
deal was said, there was much leg-pulling clone in the hair-raising tales of 
the wild Indicms. It was later realized that the boys were having a bit of 
fun in so relating the tales of the yesteryear. 

***** 

I ain't strong for handin' bouciuets 
To a friend when he is dead; 

He ccm't behold much beauty 
With a bit of sod o'er-head. 

Of course I'm not 'agin' it. 

Such expressions of regret; 

But I think it's while they're livin' 

Is the time to pay respect. 

I'm a booster for the smile stuff. 

It's better than a frown; 

I'd rather give a leg up 

Than a kick to someone down. 

I'd rather say a good word 
Than speak evil of a friend; 

I'm a stickler for tradition 

He's my pal unto the end. 

I'm not much on givin' hcmdouts. 

I'll give bread instead of stone; 

I don't believe in false pride 
If mistake I would atone. 

I ain't no hcmd at "vocob," 

But shucks, I do all right; 

Acrtions speak much louder 

An' pack a powerful might. 

I ain't got time for whinin' 

When the other fellow wins; 

It's better luck the next time 
If you take it on the chin. 

I protest most conventions 
Yet some are just okay; 

I've a secret admiration 

For things done silently. 

Life's chuck full of "Do's" and "Don'ts" 

That put you through the test; 

I reckon all ccm make the grade 

When they live the life that's best. 
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THE HILLS OF OLD HONG KONG 


For the first time in Canadian history, we shall leave behind us the 
graves of Canadian soldiers on the battelfields of the far east—Hong Kong. I 
feel it well nigh impossible to find words to express the sorrow and regret 
of we who are spared to come back, in leaving behind those gallant 
comrades who met death in freedom's cause. As we left Hong Kong on our 
journey home one could see the straying glances of the lads toward the 
hilltops. It was easy to know what their thoughts were, they were no different 
from mine. To the loved ones at home, we extend sincere sympathy in their 
loss and add to that message the great truth, that we will always remember 
with pride, their heroic and unselfish sacrifice. 


They lie asleep, proud Canada's dead 
On a for off Eastern shore; 

For them the drums of war are stilled 
Their fighting days are o'er. 

The temple bells shall wake them not 
Nor the sound of a mandarin's gong; 

Nor the clatter of wooden sandals 
On the streets of old Hong Kong. 

No more they'll see the beckoning light 
That shines from the lofty towers 

Of the sheltering old pagodas 

Where the Chinese pray for hours. 

No more for them that glorious sight 
Of China's setting sun 

Casting its colorful shadows 

When the end of day has come. 

Far o'er the sea in homeland 
The tears of loved ones fall. 

Who temper grief with fitting pride 
In them, who gave their all. 

The trumpets of Heaven called them 
To answer "Muster Roll;" 

To meet their Chief Commander 

For their names were on His scroll. 

They shall not miss the temple bells 
Or the soimd of chiming gong 

Nor pine for sight of the fairy lights 
On the hills of old Hong Kong. 

For they have reached a new land, 

'Tis a city paved with gold— 

To dwell in "Royal Barracks" 

Within that heavenly fold. 

And we who live shall cherish 
Fond memories of the blest. 

Who by decree in Heaven above 
Now live with God, at rest. 


9 





HOMAGE 


I feel incompetent to express the gratitude that is ours towards the 
International Red Cross. When I say International, I mean the British and 
Canadian Red Cross Society contributions. We are more than conversant with 
the difficulties presented by the indifference of the lapanese. The much 
needed food and gifts were certainly welcome. Although they were not 
always available it was not the fault of the Red Cross, but the attitude of 
the lapanese. It con be truthfully said, however, that what we did receive, 
come at the most critical period of our incarceration. Hope was revived and 
many who might easily hove gone under were saved by the foods that were 
sent in to us. To express the many opinions I have heard would take a long 
time. Sufficient to say, that those of us who were spared to return, will never 
forget the good work of these messengers of God. 

***** 

There are things that're best forgotten 
In our lives behind the wire; 

There are things well worth recording. 

Deeds the world well might admire. 

Slow but sure life's tide was ebbing. 

Human frames but skin and bone— 

Lacking food of building nature 
To wrest men from the danger zone. 

The skillful hands of Medicos 
Could hardly win the fight alone. 

So day by day the souls of men 
Winged their way toward heavenly home. 

Then came to us deliverance, 

A Red Cross ship had reached our shores; 

To us it seemed a breath of Heaven 
Had closed indeed. Death's chamber doors. 

The scene was changed as if by magic, 

Hope eternal reigned supreme— 

Step by step the veil was lifted. 

The spark of life was all agleom. 

How can we with hearts o'erflowing 
Express to them our thanks this day. 

Who brought to us the needed comforts 
That paved for us the homeward way. 

Words shall never be our measure. 

Such is but poor recompense— 

Someday soon 'twill be our pleasure 
To express our thanks in broader sense. 

Cross of red, that emblem fair. 

Symbol far beyond compare; 

Thy kingdom knows no boundary line. 

Thy deeds shall outlive measured time. 
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CHOW FAN 

(Where the heck's the oil) 
***** 

(No Seconds - So Sony) 


Breathes there a Chink with soul so dead, 

Who never to himself hath said— 

"This is my land, my native land." 

N.B. 

You said it, brother, you con hove any port of it. 


I'd rather hove a buggy ride than a buggy bed. 


Shomshuipo's old time theme song 

"Sweet Atta-Line" 


If they hung men and women for the weorin' o' the green, 
what is the penalty for consuming it? 

N.B. 

Blonkety Blank, Blank, Blank, Etc. 'Nuff sed. 

***** 


Col. Tagono-Good (the pig) has now established a new 
bridgehead. The enemy is now "BARD." 

N.B. 

Sorry, doctor, you know how it is. 


Night hospital report: 

Patients . 

Formosan Guards . 

(Disguised as merchant men) 

N.B. Watchman, what of the night? 


49 

190 


239 


1st P.O.W.: "Well, how ore you?" 

2nd P.O.W.: "Oh, I'm slap-happy." 

N.B. 

They never speak to each other now? 


***** 

If a grain and a half was added to the . . . (Oh Hell, what's 
the use, it's the some old measure.) 

***** 


The Three Musketeers:—POPILOFF'S POPULAR PEROSKIES. 
N.B. No: We hove no Peroskies in the W.G.'s. 

***** 


"Greenmontle" is a tale written by John Buchan. 

"Green Horror" is a—well, that's a different tale. And howl 
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WHY NOT? 

News of the war in camp, of course, was such as given to us by the 
Japanese controlled press. To say the least, it was for from encouraging at 
any time. However, we did manage to get a bit of real news once in a while, 
which presented a different picture entirely. It was strange how a bit of bad 
news got some down in the mouth. Actually, there were times when some 
felt like throwing up the sponge. They were few; most pf us never had any 
doubt as to the ultimate issue. It was just a question of "How long?" 

***** 

What's the use of worrying 

When life seems full of care? 

It's a waste of time to worry, 

It don't get you anywhere. 

What's the use of grumbling. 

It won't pay dividends; 

Why not save your energy 

And on good deeds such expend? 

Why go round all gloomy? 

I know the skies are grey— 

Just try a spot of smiling, 

T'will chose those blues away. 

Why go round in silence. 

Why live unto yourself; 

When you know that deep within you 
There's a store of treasured wealth? 

Why ever think of quitting. 

Why lose a real good fight— 

Just when things are shaping 
And coming out all right. 

Why not face the issue 

And prove yourself a man. 

For I don't want to find you 
Among the "also ran." 

The clouds ore disappearing. 

So here's a tip for you— 

The folks back home are looking 
For the man they always knew. 

So why not line up, comrade 
And join the happy throng 

Who daily practice over 

The Happy Victor's song. 
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A WORD WITH THE WOMEN BACK HOME 

Despite the threat of many to hang me, I wont to record this so that it 
will give you some idea of the manner in which we used to dwell upon the 
happy days when we got back home. The various menus that were spun 
off by the boys were indeed hefty and of a type to satisfy the most exacting 
taste as well os capacity to consume the same. When I suggested that one 
would hove to be a bit careful, I was silenced at once. I went so for as to 
suggest that we keep on the same diet as we were accustomed to, (God 
forbid.) At any rote I hove no fear of death so here goes: 


A word with you fair ladies 
That wait for o'er the sea, 

For the lads who fought in China 
Hove changed a bit you see. 

They all hove graduated 

From the greatest slimming school— 

They're experts in the foodstuffs. 

Their wastline needs no rule. 

They trip the light fantastic 

To the tuneful Hong Kong Blues, 

From an overdose of eating 
Those "melon-choly" stews. 

If their love you'd conquer 

Just feed them something nice— 

It don't take long to cook it 

That delicious food called rice. 

Don't bother 'bout a garden. 

Get out and cut some gross; 

That's the stuff to give 'em, 

"Out here,"—^it's really "class." 

Don't bother with the baker. 

Don't waste time buying bread, 

If you can make a sourdough 

With some sand and bran instead. 

You can save a few odd dollars 

When you salvage all the "butts"; 

Don't dream of buying "Zig Zags" 

When there's "Toilet Roll" to cut 
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If they look a wee bit sickly 
Don't coll the doctor in, 

It's just the old "Pellagra" 

That takes away their grin. 

Don't waste your time on menus, 

Don't ever feed them ham. 

Or even a trace of butter— 

For God's sake hide the jam. 

Don't ever think of pork chops. 

Or such a thing as steaks; 

All these ore foreign substance 
Just fit for ducks and drakes. 

Just feed them on "Green Horror" 

Put a dash of curry in; 

That's the way to win them 
And see them wear a grin. 

Last but least, their bedtime; 

At ten just give a shout— 

They're just a b\mch of children 

When you holler loud "Lights Out." 
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WAR PRISON PHILOSOPHY 

In the early part of our prison life there was a tendency on the part of 
many to adopt, shall I soy, a "living unto themselves" policy. To state that 
such a policy was a wise one would be ridiculous. The situation created by 
such would be tragic indeed. However, suffering came along and in the 
midst of it there come to all of us the lesson that to live a self-interested life 
would get us nowhere. Soon there was a decided change in the attitude of 
those who, at first, were inclined to be self-centered. To help out the idea of 
what real comradeship meant, I wrote these verses whilst a patient at Bowen 
Road Military Hospital. Somehow, I feel that it helped get the right idea across. 

***** 

I hove no education 

'Cause I never got to school— 

No readin', writin', 'rithmetic. 

Nor glimpse of Golden Rule. 

Life is real and earnest, 

At least, so poets soy; 

But, despite my lack of leamin'. 

I've found a simple way. 

It fits in very nicely 
With all war prison low; 

It may lack the social polish. 

Yet none can find a flow. 

lust start off in the momin' 

Right at break of dawn 
And be a "Good Samaritan" 

Helpin' others "carry on." 

When heat of day is on you 
And tempers 'round you flare. 

Just look for someone burdened 
And loaded down with care. 

Give a smile, a helpin' hon'. 

His burdened load make light— 

Stick with him through thick and thin 
And help him win the fight. 

But never stop to reckon. 

Or even count the cost— 

Your duty is, to ever seek 
A happiness that's lost. 
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Ere eyelids close in gentle sleep 
Brook no selfish thought; 

There's glory in your silence 
If true happiness you've wrought. 

Someday you will graduate, 

For you the die is cast 

In this school of life's experience 

Through whose portals all must pass. 

Don't hanker after "Honours" 

Or seek a parchment scroll 
Nor look for "Special Mention" 

When you're called to answer roll. 

lust be you, humbly happy. 

When your life has had its nm; 

You're a cinch to meet the "Master" 
And I'll bet He soys, "Well Done." 
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THE MIGHT HAVE BEEN 

I think it only right to rocord the fact that a great many of the boys might 
easily hove been found in a retrospective mood; especicdly so, when such 
lads had been flirting around the Pearly Gates/* and on recovery were 
prone to feel in rather a serious frame of mind. I liken this mood to what I 
would term ''stocktaking.'* After all, when one has been so close to the 
"Valley of the Shadow," one naturally does a bit of tall thinking. It is from 
these visits and conversations that I usually got most of my themes. Here is 
a sample of the mood which perhaps describes truly the overage trend of 
thought on the part of many a lad: 


What might have been, ah yes. 

How strangely true indeed it seems. 

Had I but lived unselfishly. 

How different might my life have been. 

Had I but grasped the every chance 
To live in love, perchance to give 
To some poor soul as God ordained 
Some happiness, while yet I live. 

Had I but spumed each selfish thought 
And lived for all and not for self, 

I would not have known the bitter taste 
Of poisoned sweets from ill got wealth. 

Had I but stopped to pat the head 

And smile upon some passing child, 

I would then have known that God was near 
And with Him, be reconciled. 

Had I but paused and given coin 
To someone old or sticken blind, 

I would have known the joy in giving 
Learned the fmits of being kind. 

But all these things I turned aside; 

Full thoughts on self each day I'd spend— 
Is it therefore any wonder that 

I turn to God to make amends? 

Day by day to purge within 

This soul of mine, so selfish mean. 

And taste the joys of life supreme. 

The better life that might hove been. 
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WINSTON CHURCHILL 

Fully conversant with my inability to express the admiration which 
all in Comp had for this great statesman, marks the task as one seemingly 
impossible. I think however, that the most fittir^g way possible for me to 
express myself and to convey something approaching the real truth would 
be, just to soy, He^s a great man.** This of course, does not convey the 
real sentiment which we all hove for the man who, in the days when the 
picture was rather grim, when everything seemed gone from us, took hold 
of the helm of state, and guided us safely through the storm and tempest of 
the most trying years in our history. In the hearts of all the armed forces of 
our Empire—-yes, all the world over, he will be revered and remembered for 
all that he did during those most difficult times. So, we soy, **God bless him.** 


Humble tho* my pen may be. 

My language poor and plain; 

Yet sincere indeed my tribute 

To thy good and honored name. 

When hope had gone and all seemed lost. 
You bravely faced the storm; 

With dauntless courage unsurpassed 
You faced the foe with scorn. 

Your honored name was on the lips 
Of women* s nightly prayer. 

You planted seeds of needed courage 
*Mongst free men, everywhere. 

The task on hand loomed rather big. 

But today we*re winning through 

And when the war is fought and won. 
Our thanks will go to you. 

For you have been the beacon. 

The light that never failed; 

Despite all opposition 

From those who wept and wailed. 

It simply was amazing 

The way you got around. 

But that. Sir, is the secret 

Why we ore Victory bound. 

So here in scant attire 

In this prison comp of ours 

I pray that from God's blessings 
You*ll hove abundant showers. 

When cannons cease to fire 

And peace shall reign supreme 

We*ll think for just a moment 

As to **What it might have been.** 

Thanks then, Winston Churchill, 

You surely stood the test. 

As for me. I'll always rate you 
As one of Britain's best. 


18 





CURTAINS 


Mcmy a lad in Camp who never received mail and was more or less like 
"An Orphan in the Storm" expressed the wish that I pen some lines that 
might describe complete oblivion. Certainly they felt it more than many, 
and were a bit soured. No matter what might be said, they felt it more acutely 
than others. Capturing the mood, the Camp appeared to them something like 
the following: 


The curtain's gone down 
And Tm captive bound 
In a world where love is unknown, 

And there I shall slave 
On the brink of a grove 

Where Eternity's seeds are sown. 

Day follows day 

No news comes my way 
The silence is so hard to bear, 

I sit down and think 
And try hard to link 

My heart, with some heart, somewhere. 

Years drag along 

All hope now is gone 
It seems tiiat there's no one who cares. 
For one friendly nod 
I pray to my God, 

For all I possess, is a prayer. 

I try hard to smile 

To face the long mile 
I envy the birds in the air; 

It seems rather odd 
That I pray to your God 

To list to a lone prisoner's prayer. 
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AIN'T IT THE TRUTH 


Just another of these little things that might be the 
perhaps something helpful, who knows? 


means of putting across. 


It's not the gilded tongue that counts 
Or even the words you use 
When subtle speech is but a cloak 
To screen a selfish ruse. 

It's not the deed that matters much 
Or the way in which it's done 
When the ultimate objective 
Brings pain to anyone. 

The want of thought by self alone 
Or timely closing eyes 
Will never dim the picture 
Brought on by selfish lies. 

Unequal shares of happiness 
From what you soy or do 
Bring no joy if shared alone 
By just a chosen few. 


Call it conscience, what you will, 

Make such be your guide. 

You'll feel a whole lot better 
With thoughts of self aside. 

By kindly word or helpful deed 
Then one can clearly see 
A brighter day, a better world. 

If unselfish you would be. 

For in the heart of human soul 
Lie planted fertile seeds; 

Then let them grow that they may bloom 
In kindly words and noble deeds. 


20 




PREDICTION 


Here is something that I ran off in a hurry. There were many in Comp 
who had families, and many a moment was spent wondering how young 
"Bill" or "Tom" was. Sentiment, of course, plenty of it, and I'm thankful there 
was. It did a fellow good to dwell on the issue of the younger folks back home. 
Many a good story came out of the conversation about the offspring, and 
from this angle, I wrote this little bit, and, well, they liked it. 


I often wonder, little man 
As I watch you there at ploy 
How you'll face the stream of life 
When you reach your manhood day. 

Will you always be so carefree 
Will life be just a gome 
Will you register a failure 
Or make the Hall of Fame? 

As I stand by here and watch you 
It's hard to tell, you know 
How you'll measure in the future. 

If you can really moke it go. 

Now the way you grip that bat 
Your face all grim and set; 

Somehow I've a feelin' 

That you'll go places yet. 

Take that grin upon the chin 
When the pitcher "fanned" you out; 
Somehow I've got a feelin' 

You know what you're about. 

Now, take that last "three-bagger" 

It really was a clout; 

The way you ran those bases 
Mokes you no gad-a-bout. 

I like the way you took it 
When the other side had won; 

You shook the hand of rival 
A noble deed well done. 

Well, I guess I'll be a-movin' 

Now the game is o'er; 

I'll often wonder, little man 
If I'll see you any more. 

Somehow I've a feelin' 

You'll make your mark someday; 

You play a game that's four-square 
That will pave for you the way. 

Where fields ore that much larger 
And life's not just a game; 

Somehow I've a feelin' 

You'll bring honour to your name. 
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YOU BET, I'M GOING HOME 

When sickness and disease was really at its height, one of the big jobs 
was to try and keep the moral outlook on life as cheerful as possible. It was 
pathetic to see how quickly many of the lads could get down in the mouth, 
* hope. I must pay tribute to many who felt it their duty 

to buck the lads up." I think I con soy, that in a great many cases, this 
bucking up turned the tide. Here is a little effort which I gave on visits to 
the lads, and it never come amiss. 

***** 

To say that I don't care 
What attitude you take 
If you wont to quit the battle 
Your good life to forsake— 

Such on accusation 
Is utterly untrue, 

Tm not Ihe least bit selfish 
In my interest in you. 

But I don't want to travel 
Back across the foam 
To be the only soldier 
That lived to go back home. 

Your odds with mine are even 
To beat this thing called death 
To live again in homeland 
Your home, my home and hearth. 

The going's pretty tough 
The eats ore rather grim 
Let's show 'em we can take it 
Right square upon the chin. 

The remedy's quite simple 
For "those that wont to live" 

Let's face the future bravely 
An' meet it with a grin. 

We need no fancy motto 
Or barmer with device 
Nor waste our time and substance 
In theoretical advice. 

My words are plain and simple 
It's a motto, all your own, 

Here it is, keep chanting— 

"YOU BET, I'M GOING HOME." 
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CAMP PARODIES 

Parodies were always popular. Here ore three that found full endorse¬ 
ment from everybody. 

***** 

(TUNE)— "After the BaU is Over" 

After this war is over 
The day that we leave this camp 
Leaving behind the rice bags 
Where all the bed bugs roam; 

No more trips to the airport 
No more rice and greens 
No more sauce without sugar 
After the war. 


***** 

(TUNE)— "Daisy, Daisy" 

Beefsteak, beefsteak 
Do me one nice and rare 
I'm half starving 
From living over there. 

You can fry me some chip potatoes 
An' bring me some bread and jam 
I've had nothing to eat, don't spare the meat 
Moke it a tenderloin if you can. 

***** 

(TUNE)— 'Tack Up Your Troubles" 

We'll not be sorry when we leave Hong Kong 
It's a lousy joint 

Not a tear will be shed as we leave behind 
This comp they call North Point, 

So steamboat do your whis-i-lin' 

An' let us scramble on 

And, even if it's mutton on the menu card 

We'll SMILE, SMILE, SMILE. 
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DID YOU EVER STOP TO FIGURE 


I think that most of the boys will agree that despite the hardships, the 
suffering, and the loss of life, that they hove at least profited by their 
experience in other ways. I feel that as one looks back, one feels that they 
hove acquired a new and higher sense of human values. I think that the 
life in Comp afforded much scope to better understand the characteristics of 
the many and varied types present with us. Trivial as were many of the 
incidents that one might coll to mind, yet some of these loom largest when 
one measures the good derived. It was with this in mind that I penned 
the following: 


Did you ever stop to figure 
What this life con do for you 
That you never had a better chance 
To leom a thing or two. 

You ve been really up against it 
You took it on the chin 
But boy, you really stuck it 
As you carted roun' that grin. 

You got a slant on suffering 
You lived each day with death 
Stood by and sow your comrades 
Choose a berth with mother earth. 

You saw them take a wallop 
When they couldn't give one back 
Which proved they had the courage 
To take that cowardly whack. 

You often heard a good word 
That helped a pal along 
Dull days were made much brighter 
With the laughter and a song. 

Some days when you were stony 
And were dying for a smoke 
You could always get the butt-end 
From some kindly hearted bloke. 

Your rice was rather tasteless 
Till a pal passed you some salt 
For you always found a buddy 
'Mongst the lame, the blind, the holt 
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So when you get a minute 
Just stop and figure out 
That while we stick together 
There'll be no room for doubt. 

That when the day of freedom 
Hits this Camp of ours 
We'll feel a whole lot better 
'Bout those weary tragic hours. 

Each one will be the better 
For the lessons they hove learned 
When'they're back again in homeland 
In the home for which they yearned. 

Of course, you'll make some new friends 
But don't forget the old 
For there's an interesting story 
When this life of ours is told. 

You'll prove the truth that unity 
Is the keynote to success 
That we all hove ample reason 
This Prison Camp to bless. 


25 




MARTYRS 

One of the things we are less liable to forget will be the times in 1942 
when, daily, it was our sad duty to carry out three and four of our lads to the 
hillside cemetery. To enlarge upon the indifference of the Japanese at this 
critical period of our incarceration is a mere waste of effort. Sufficient to soy, 
u j given anti-toxin, had they had medical supplies, had they even 
had beds for the lads to die in, perhaps we might not feel so bitter about it all. 
A funeral wreath is a rather poor substitute for life saving needs. 


Day by day they leave us 
For that Eternal Shore, 

They have fought their last long battle 
Their earthly days ore o'er. 

They braved the hilltop battles 
Dauntless and unafraid 
And only ceased their fighting 
When the surrender call was made. 

But little did they know 
Before them lay the days 
When their mettle would be tested 
'Midst strange inhuman ways. 

They faced the conflict cheerfully 
Like true Canadians, 

Through the hunger and the longing 
For the day when war might end. 

Then sickness came upon them 
They became but skin and bone. 

Until the Great Physician 
Deemed it best to call them home. 

We stand by at attention 
As the cortege passes by 
The bugler sounds the "Last Post" 

O'er those who lived to die. 

Then came their last "Reveille" 

It's parade with God on high. 

As we stand by at attention 
'Neath the watchful sentry's eye. 

Fore-ye-well my comrades 
You'll pass the Pearly Gates, 

Your brave but futile battle 

Will be remembered by your mates. 
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DAD'S RENDEZVOUS 


Here we are in the sentimental vein again. This time it's a glimpse into 
the moods of the men who left a little one at home; in many cases, a babe 
in arms. In their minds, of course, was always the last picture, a little tot 
Having passed through this phase of idolatry, I con well Imagine the thoughts 
that ore in the minds of the young fathers. Perhaps that's why I managed to 
get this done. They liked it. 

***** 

Hello there, little fellow 
Hove you had a busy day? 

Been kickin' up a rumpus 
Or been good in every way? 

I know you're glad to see me 
I can tell so by your smile; 

That's what mokes my rendezvous 
With you each night worth while. 

Go easy there, you savage 
You'll swallow both your thumbs; 

You act just like a warrior 
Who's heard the beat of drums. 

Now, why the great big chuckle 
I'd like to share the joke. 

Is it something I have said 
Or is it tiiis old pipe I smoke? 

Don't waste your time in coaxing 
I just won't pick you up; 

There's rules an' regulations 
In this house I can't disrupt. 

Now I've gone an' done it, 

There's tears there in your eyes; 

Guess I'd better square myself 
Tho' I think it most unwise. 

Up you come then, sonny 
You're getting quite a weight. 

Go on, laugh, you little rascal 
I know you think this great. 

I think I hear "Mum's" footsteps 
So it's cradle deep ahoy. 

I'll be seein' you to-morrow 
Good night, then, sonny boy. 
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THAT LETTER FROM HOME 


Needless to enlarge upon this subject. Mail, of course, was rather 
irregular; that is, one got a letter written in 1942 about 1944 sometime. But 
despite this feature, a letter is still a letter. 


It's just a bit of paper 
Each word a beaded prayer 
To God to bring back safely 
That loved one over there. 

That little bit of paper 
Conveys one thought to me 
That a gentle breath of Heaven 
Had found its way o'er sea. 

In words there's five and twenty 
Yet such are treasured gold. 

Your arms stretch forth in gesture 
That loved one to enfold. 

You can see them pen the message 
Their hearts aglow with love; 

You con see their loving glances 
At your photograph above. 

And so this bit of paper 

From far off Home Sweet Home 

Brings to you a picture 

How your loved ones wait at home. 

It's just a bit of paper 
And like the stars cdDove 
Portrays a golden message 
Of on everlasting love. 
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THAT DEAR LITTLE PLANT 
(Parody) 

Pardon this little bit of blarney, but the Irish must out. Smokes were 
scarce at times, and so I had this in mind. 

***** 

(TUNE)— "The Dear Little Shamrock" 

There's a dear little plant 

That grows in most isles 

Twos Raleigh himself, shure that found it; 

He filled up his pipe 
An' to his delight 

The smoke through the air, it ascended. 

The maid hollered loud 
"The ould Master's on fire" 

An' quickly with water, ould Raleigh she drown-ded. 

We hove no tobacco 
Good old tobacco 
That's something we crave for 
Some good old tobacco. 

Now I'd give a quid 
For the roll of a fag 

^ I'd twist it meself with me fingers. 

'Twould gladden my soul 
If I had a roll 

Of the stuff that made Raleigh so famous. 

But we ain't got the price 
An' no luck with dice 

So we'll smoke the toy-leaves we've been savin'. 
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FRANKLIN D. ROOSEVELT 

In Camp, I think, along with Churchill, this great man was deeply revered. 

The news of his death come like a bombshell. It seemed unbelievable that 
he had passed away at such a critical time in history of the United States. 

Consolation was ours, however, in the fact that he was succeeded by 
President Truman, indeed, a worthy and able successor. I wrote this while 
the late President was olive, and feel that it should be included in my 
collection. 

***** 

When ruthless foe defied the world i 

When Hell was loose on earth 
You were our consolation 
In your Presidential berth. 

You took the helm right from the start 
And watched close all the moves 
Then came your words of wisdom 
To match the voice that soothes. 

You spoke a language that we knew 
When you wanted something done 
You sent along your gallant sons 
To crush the brutal Hun. 

You took to task the wily Nip 
And proved to them your might 
That in your land there's liberty 
That you'd fight for what was right. 

Although I pen these lines to you 
I speak to all your land 
For we who are from Canada 
Well know your friendly hand. 

When war is o'er and peace shall reign 
When goodwill rules the earth 
We pray to God we'll find you still 

In the Presidential berth. « 

Thus we would pay tribute 

And I would have you know ^ 

You'll always be remembered 
By the boys in Shamshuipo. 
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TO ELINOR ROOSEVELT 


If it had been possible, this message would hove reached you earlier, 
but the fates of war decreed otherwise. Late though it may be, we do 
record the deep sorrow which is ours for you in your sad loss. Not we who 
are here in Prison Comp alone, but the whole world shall always remember 
the sterling qualities of a great and well beloved figure who, for all time to 
come, shall be revered as a good and Godly man. 


Accept we pray from humble pen 
In simple words within man's ken 
This message from the hearts of we 
Who lie imprisoned for o'er the sea. 

May gentle hand of Him who reigns 
Comfort thee more than words explain 
Heal thy wound, dry thy tears 
And give thee strength to face the years. 

From you there's gone the light of love 
Thy choice was blessed by God above 
His life was like a beacon flair 
To us "o'er here" and, to you "o'er there." 

Might well indeed all nations kneel 
In silent grief for man of steel 
Who ruled a land where freemen dwell 
And ruled it well as time will tell. 

Although his task remains undone 
We'll carry on till victory's won 
And on the scroll of honored fame 
You'll find inscribed the loved one's name. 

And there 'twill be for all to see 
How deeply loved indeed was he 
Who gave his life that we might live 
What more we ask, could man e'er give? 
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DONT QUIT NOW 

This apparently was written about the time when a few got down in 
the dumps, and they often did. Perhaps that's why there was more need 
for us to pep them up a bit, which sometimes was a pretty hard job, but 
not always unsuccessful, thank God. At any rate, here is the contribution. 
The idea is all right. 


Don't tell me you are quitting 
That things hove got you down; 

You'll never change the picture 
While you cart around that frown. 

The grub is really lousy 
Just rice and melon stew; 

I know your ribs are showing 
With the work you have to do. 

You feel there's no one coming 
There's naught to do but die; 

But what's the use of whining 
You can at least but try. 

There's always a silver lining 
In everybody's sky; 

It's there for us to find it 
So, soy we hove a try? 

Now, just around the comer 
There's a happy, happy day. 

You can bet the Daily Double 
Relief will come our way. 

I wont you there to meet them 
When they charge and take this place. 
But do me this one favor 
Have a smile upon your face. 

I know the time's been lengthy 
And life is rather grim; 

There was never any question 
As to which side's bound to win. 

It's a matter now of days 
Until you and I ore free; 

So I'm pleading with you, buddy 
"Aren't you coming Home with me?" 
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LET'S 


This is but another of those things done to pass the time. 

***** 

Let's forget those days gone by 
When anxious hopes were running high 
Let's forget those weary years 
Misty from the fall of tears. 

Let's forget the bitter pain 
That must never come again. 

Let's forget that Prison Comp 
Where love, my dear, was ever scant 
Let's forget all this, my dear 
Better times are drawing near. 

Let's find time for making plans 
Not for castles built on sand. 

Let's face the future just as one 
For that is how a Victory's won. 

Let life be ruled by simple love 
Let such be true as Heaven above 
Let's not then forget our Friend 
Who watched o'er us unto the end. 

Let us give thanks to Him above 
That blessed we two with such a love. 
Let's forget and in forgetting 
Live a life well worth remembering. 
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MAYBE? 


Just another of those things. Like it? 


Maybe you know 
What life has in store; 
Maybe you'll foil 
Maybe you'll score. 

Maybe the start 
Is cdl that you need; 
Maybe the end 
Will see you succeed. 

Maybe the luck 
Will carry you through; 
Maybe it won't 
Then what will you do? 

Maybe you'll feel 

It's not worth your while; 

Maybe the task 

Just don't suit your style. 

Maybe you dream 
With eyes toward the sky; 
Maybe that's why 
You let chances go by. 

Maybe the goal 
You aim for is high; 

Maybe it's time 
To make your best try. 

Maybe this theme 
Will seem rather odd; 
Maybe you think 
Life's up to God. 

Maybe it is 
Why leave it to Him? 
Maybe your choice 
Will help you to win. 

Maybe this rhyme's 
A proverb so true, 

Maybe the answer 
Is all up to you. 






HARRY BROWN 


One of the bright spots in our lives in Comp was the entertainment 
side of it. I want at this time to pay tribute to C.Q.M.S. McKinnon of the 
Winnipeg Grenadiers, who, in my opinion, deserves a great deal of credit for 
many of the most enjoyable entertainments in Camp. As a director and 
producer "Archie" is without any competition. My reason for this introduction 
is quite obvious. I want credit where credit is due, to the one largely 
responsible for so many "uplifts," in the bright and cheery nights. Here is a 
little contribution of my own, given on the program "New Year Frolics." 
"Harry Brown" is an alias which stuck to me as the character of the last but 
not least sketch, "Women Haters' Union," in which, as "Archie," will recall, 
I am still, the only surviving member. (Don't believe it, girls?) 


Parody—(TUNE)— "Oh Solomon Levi" 

My name is Harry McNaughton 
On the stage it's "Harry Brown" 

I'm angel cake to chorus girls 

Whenever they're around 

They all throw kisses mixed with smiles 

They've really got me down 

All I do is show myself 

And you'll hear this tuneful sound. 

(Girls)—Oh Horry McNaughton 
Dear old Harry Brown 
You've got us dippy 
The way you get around. 

(Harry)—I'm sorry, girls. I'm not to blame 
It's the way that I was born 
So open up the champagne 
And we won't go home till mom. 

(Girls)—Hurrah, let's go, weVe got a date 
Let's strut our stuff around 
We're off to make some whoopee 
With dear old Harry Brown. 

(Harry)—I don't know what my wife will soy 
If ever this get's out 
She'll probably divorce me 
You'll really hear her shout. 

I'm really not to blame you know 
It's not my fault I'm good 
If I'm Gable to the Lombards 
And the stars of Hollywood. 

CHORUS— 

I'm all pink red from blushing 
Your applause was simply grand 
But after all the music 
Was played by Sweeney's bond. 

Then, of course, the choms girls 
As usual were on hand 
You see how much they love me 
When they sing to beat the bond. 
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THE DEAR LITTLE ISLES 

There s something about the Old Land that one never forgets. There's 
the beauty of it, and there's the worm friendly spirit of its peoples. Many 
a Canadian soldier will speak as I speak, for they hove been over there 
and sampled of its beauty and its friendliness. 

* * * « * 

With the years rolling by 
My heart will not change 
Tho' I live in a castle 
Or home on a range. 

My thoughts quickly turn 
To the dear little Isles 
With its wonderful people 
With welcoming smiles. 

I love every inch 
Of those treasured miles 
My life I'd give gladly 
For the king of those Isles. 

If I yearned for Heaven 
I'd deem it worth while 
To give my first choice 
For those dear little Isles. 





MAC-O-GRAMS 


Let me from this comp of ours 
Wherein was spent the tragic hours 
To know full well the human soul 
Divinely guided, shall reach the goal. 

***** 

What good I do today 
Is but thoughts of yesterday 
What good I do tomorrow 
Should be much indeed, if any. 


Never make a permanent foundation 
out of any passing condition. 

***** 

If I hove said a kindly word 
Or done a kindly deed 
ril have but done my duty 
And exercised my creed. 


Home! Ah yes, I must confess 
A yearning for the same 
That I would welcome gladly 
A glimpse of such again. 

***** 

Tribulation worketh Patience, and Patience, 
Experience, and Experience, Hope. 


What am I but mortal cloy 
Fashioned by His hand divine 
Who placed within the spark of life 
That knows not span of measured time. 

***** 

I pass through this world but once 
Any good I do, must now be done. 


It's not what you do 
It's not what you say 
That makes a pleasant day; 
It's the heart, the will. 

To give imtil, 

Happiness comes your way. 


Little "Mac," you've had a busy day. 
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RECOMPENSE 


One of the cheeriest individuals in Camp was Pte. "Bob" Bickley of the 
R.A.M.C. It was his nature to be cheerful at all times, but the fact that "Bob" 
lost his sight makes this recording all the more interesting. In conversation 
with a few of the blind, I found one interesting fact; that was, that although 
they would never see what they had seen in life again, they were thankful 
for the knowledge that was theirs of the beauty of God's handiwork. I think 
one of the most difficult tasks presented me was to convey, as requested by 
them, something of the thing they desired most and that was that their memory 
of the things seen should always be theirs. My simple faith in the Creator 
of all mankind is that they shall always be able to go through life with this 
compensating feature. To those blind boys, I dedicate this in appreciation 
of the friendship that was ours in days gone by. 


I have often seen the wondrous beauty 
In the far off East when morning sun 
Came forth in all its glory 
The symbol of a new day, just begun. 

I hove seen the beauty and the splendour 
As I stood close by a roarin' waterfall 
It seemed to me a pity that its thunder 
Should silence the sweet music of it all. 

I hove seen the fields all set for harvest 
The rich ripe crops of kernelled grain 
I hove seen the trysting gate where lovers 
Tell sweetest story, o'er an' o'er again. 

I hove seen the ploy of laughing children 
As they romped and skipped on grassy green 
And framed within the door-way of a cottage 
The loving figure of a mother could be seen. 

I hove seen the beauty of a lovely garden 
With rows and rows of dew-dropped flowers 
And all my feathered friends were gathered 
To sing in leafy branch for hours and hours. 

I hove seen the down of lovely Sabbath morning 
Watched the sexton toll his call to prayer 
I hove mingled with the throngs and entered 
To listen to God's music rich and rare. 

I hove seen the rich full tide of evening 
Watched the sun sink for off in the West 
Spreading forth its canopy of colors 
I think, of all the scenes, I love this best. 

Gone from me the sight of heavenly beauty 
I pray to God my memory will be kind 
To recreate again for me these pictures 
Thus recompense my loss, in being blind. 
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CANADIAN RED CROSS BOXES 


Well, it ought to be easy to say something about this. On August 22, 
1944, we received these boxes, and did they ever look good. Til soy they 
did. Each man got three and a half boxes apiece. This included everybody 
in Camp as well as the Canadians. They come at on opportune time and 
were very much enjoyed. Thanks to the people of Canada and the 
Canadian Red Cross. 

* * * * « 

When we opened up those boxes 
And took a look inside 
And saw the tempting viands 
With the maker's name outside. 

'Twos then it was decided 
Such was a breath of Heaven 
That someone rolled the ivories 
For a seven or eleven. 

Don't wake me up. I'm dreaming 
But there it was to read 
Canada Packers Limited 
On the butter can indeed. 

We used it on our biscuits 
Our rice and in our milk 
Good old brand of "Maple Leaf" 

Went down as smooth as silk. 

But boy, oh boy, that con of "Kam" 

From Canada Packers too 
Went down real fine for supper 
A nice meal there for two. 

It's not that I'm a gourmet 
But that brand of cheese was great 
Canada Packers label 
Was really there as bait. 

So to that for famed company 
Our thanks indeed must go 
For the liver meat and sausage 
Were good I'd have you know. 

Some were nursed by mothers 
And some were bottle fed 
We tried a glass of "Domo" 

Before we went to bed. 

It's rich, it's full, it's creamy 
It tasted just like Heaven 
For also in the morning 
We had a glass at seven. 

So to Messrs. Cow & Gate 
Must go our grateful thanks 
For that stimulating beverage 
That's as sound as any bonk. 


39 




But when it comes to teatime 
Well, it's Estabrook for me 
For there's nothing more delicious 
Than a cup of "Red Rose" tea. 

With a spoon or two of sugar 
You can moke your rice so nice 
But the sugar must be "Redpoths" 
Now, that's some soimd advice. 

Thanks for the salt and pepper 
Which flavored well our food 
Whoever thought of this one 
Did something really good. 

As for prunes and raisins 
I've got to give a hand 
Of real congratulation 
To that good old "Atlas" brand. 

They were kissed in California 
Where the Atlas Products are 
So take a tip you people 
They're much the best by for. 

Now when you speak of "Bully" 

It's Fray Bentos everytime 
We had it in the last war 
But in another clime. 

Now this one takes the "biscuit" 

Who made them I don't know 
I think they called them "Pilot" 

And brother, did they go. 

There was salmon too from B.C. 

In fact there were three brands 
So to these premier products 
We'll give a real big hand. 

This fish yarn's rather smallish 
I speak of real sardines 
Black Harbor in New Bnmswick 
Where they come from it would seem. 

Of course there must be mention 
So I'll give to you the dope 
I don't know who made it 
But it was the best of soap. 

Tho last, not least, there's Lowney's 
That milk chocolate bar was grand 
It's just like all the products 
That carry Lowney's brand. 

So there you have our tribute 
And when we cross the foam 
We'll be looking for these labels 
As soon as we reach home. 
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JUNE AND CHAPEL BELLS 

I know. Anyway, one can't help being sentimental once in a while. 
This of course wasn't written for myself, but for the many budding bachelors. 
That's my excuse, on' I'm sticking by it. 

***** 

When the cold and grey of Winter pass 
And Springtime's on the wing 
I'll be there with longing heart 
For all that Spring will bring. 

I long to see the buds on tree 
To hear the wild birds sing 
And sow flower seeds in garden fair 
For I know what follows Spring. 

You'll come to me on wings of love 
A story you will tell 
That sunny June can't come too soon 
Nor the sound of chapel bells. 

We'll watch the buds break into leaf 
Where feathered friends will sing 
And there amidst the blossoms fair 
In your loving arms I'll cling. 

We'll watch the Moy-doys slowly pass 
Our eyes will surely tell 
'The message of our loving hearts 
For June and Chapel Bells. 

***** 

MAC-O-GRAM— 

Watch for this at your Music Dealers. 
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THE WINNIPEG GRENADIERS 


Can't let this opportunity go by without expressing appreciation, 
indeed honored to have found myself in service to this Botallion. 

***** 

You may talk about your Regiments 
Your Hong Kong Volunteers 
Your Royal Scots and your Middlesex 
As you sit and quaff your beers. 

You may rove about your Pun jabs 
Your Rajputs too as well 
But leave me with my old gang 
If they even went to Hell. 

They're just a bunch of lads 
That came from Winnipeg 
For each and every one of them 
No one's pardon do I beg. 

When the call to arms was sounded 
We soon had volunteers 
To join a darn good Regiment 
The Winnipeg Grenadiers. 

Just ask them in Jamaica 
What outfit they liked best 
With one accord they'll tell you 
The Grenadiers from the West. 

Out here they went to battle 
And many met their God 
As others kept on fighting 
Against tremendous odds. 

And then behind the wire 
They suffered grief and pain 
But in spite of all the suffering 
You foimd them good and gome. 

So I'm proud of having joined them 
As for me I'll shed no tears 
For being Armourer Sergeant 
To the Winnipeg Grenadiers. 


I am 
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OUR MEDICOS 

Those of us who lived to come back home will not readily forget the 
Medical officers, Lieut.-Col. Crawford, Majors Banfield, Gray and Reid; nor 
shall we forget the staff that gave them such real support. With such odds as 
they had to contend with, it was and will always be a marvel to me that so 
many of us were able to make the trip back home. We hove, truthfully 
speaking, just cause to giye them our thanks, for indeed, they hove saved 
the lives of many. With little or no medicine and proper equipment their 
task was a hard one. The hours spent to retain the spark of life in many 
of us colls for the highest admiration of the Canadian people as well as our 
own gratitude, which I now take pleasure in recording. 


Some folks pave an easy way 
Into the Hall of Fame, 

Their deeds live on forever 
And honored is their name. 

Out here in far off China, 

North Point and Shamshuipo, 

The sick, the lame, the dying 
Were with us by the score. 

My pen is ever humble. 

The proper words I lack 
To convey some real expression 
Tho' I'm loaded down with fact. 

To tell the world a story 
Of our gallant medicos. 

From the top rank to the lowest 
They were always on the go. 

They never ceased their vigil 
While things were rather grim. 

They never lacked the courage. 

But the drugs with which to win. 

They encountered opposition 
In all their best laid schemes 
To alleviate the suffering 
Which doily I have seen. 

They have our admiration 
For the way in which they strive 
With only improvisions 
The sickly to revive. 

Their word was bright and cheery, 
Their ways were gentle, kind 
As they ministered the lowly 
And saved the going blind. 

Yes my words are humble 
But I would have you know 
They're the swellest bunch of fellows 
Our Gallant Medicos. 
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HOW I SAVED THE FLEET 


Just another bit of nonsense. Most of the lads in Camp suffered from 
what is known as ''Electric Feet." This ailment put as many men to bed as 
all the other illness in Comp. Even today, many of the lads ore suffering from 
a recurrence of the malady, due happily this time to the reaction of good food, 
and not from the lack of it. While it was a terrible thing, and much pain was 
borne and much sleep was lost, the lads certainly took it on the chin like 
heroes. It had its amusing features too. This was a contribution the boys 
liked, so here it is. 


'Twos a terrible momin' indeed, sir, 
That night I saved the fleet 
With only a single weapon, sir. 

My aching Hong Kong feet. 

'Twos a balmy summer's eve, sir. 

It was twenty below that night 
There was no one in the mess, sir. 

So, Buzz and I got tight. 

Then I hailed a passing taxi 
With the usual pointed thumb 
But the driver kept on driving 
He took me for a bum. 

I boarded the Hong Kong ferry 

The mighty sea to scan 

But all I sow was "Rickshaws" 

And the "Sun-Sun Girls" with fans. 

I skipped o'er to the airport 
An' stole an areo-plone 
Made a one point landing 
Upon a fat old dame. 

She yapped at me in Chinese 
'Twas il plain Dutch to me 
So I handed her a dollar 
To buy kippers for her tea. 

Then I swam across to North Point 
To see the old Homestead 
But I changed my mind 'bout staying 
'Cause the rots had got my bed. 

My toes were pointing seawards 
My feet were burning red 
When the enemy ships surrendered, sir, 
I tumbled out of bed. 

An' there you have the tale, sir. 

Of how I saved the fleet. 

With only a single weapon 
My aching Hong Kong feet. 


44 



MR. GLOOM 


There were very few introductions made, for nobody wanted to meet this 
chap, but we had a few of them. The way this fellow got around was 
uncanny, but it takes a lot to make up a world. So let me sign off here. 

***** 

I'm really quite a peaceful chop 
But this bird gets me down 
I've yet to see him smilin' 

He always wears a frown. 

I've tried my best to dodge him 
But he always gets oroim' 

This heap of human misery 
Who always gets you down. 

I've rattled off some stories 
That would make on angel lough 
But it don't make any difference 
No smile on him to graft. 

He'd shame the very devil 
With all his darken^ looks 
I think perhaps that all he lacks 
Is a pair of clawlike hooks. 

I guess you know the chap I mean 
His face is always long 
He's the direct opposite 
To a tuneful Irish song. 

But when he starts to jabber 
Dear Lord, forgive my pose, 

It does suggest a murder 
What stops me, I don't know. 

He's just the sort of fellow 
That would wither all the bloom 
From a freshly dew-dropped rosebud 
That's our ever, Mr. Gloom. 
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GOOD OLD M. & V. 


At the end of 1942, we got some British Red Cross supplies. In order to 
moke them spin out a bit longer, we had the kitchen staff mix some twenty or 
thirty cans (16 oz.), into the green stew. Of course it wasn't like mother used 
to moke, but the flavor helped get the old rice down, and well . . . oh, roll 
on happy day. 

***** 

There's beauty all around us 
If such you wish to see 
As for me I'm always yearnin' 

For a can of M. & V. 

You talk about aromas 
lust take a tip from me 
I'll trade you perfumed roses 
For a can of M. & V. 

It surely has a flavor 
And so well might it be 
There's carrots, peas, potatoes 
In a con of M. & V. 

The meat it is delicious 
Beef with a capital "B" 

A meal that's always temptin' 

In a con of M. & V. 

So when I look at menus 
Content I'll always be 
If upon that bill of fare 
There's a con of M.6c V. 
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ROLL ON, HAPPY DAY 


Find me a topic of converscrtion more popular than this. Hardly a day 
passed but one might hear a few racy descriptions of all that's going to happen 
"on that day of days." You were led through a maze of events to which was 
added the other fellow's opinion. Panoramically, one could see that it might 
well be termed as something out of the ordinary. 


The good ship rides at anchor 
The boys ore all on deck 
For a lasting glimpse of China 
Which they leave without regret. 

The siren now is blowin' 

Our ship rides slowly out 
You can tell the boys ore happy 
The way they dance and shout 

The dinner gong has sounded 
There's a rush to glimpse a meal 
For there upon the bill of fare 
Is food that's really real. 

You'll hear a shout of laughter 
As someone asks for RICE 
It's all so domed funny 
To have things just so nice. 

The good old ship is ploughin' 

The mighty ocean deep 
On an' on toward homeland 
That we dreamed of in our sleep. 

It's a peanut to a doughnut 
That we'll beat the "look-out" man 
When our native shores are sighted 
We'll cheer to beat the band. 

You will almost hear the thumpin' 
Of wildly beating hearts 
When we tie up at Vancouver 
Back home from foreign ports. 

An' then the good old railway 
Where the grub is always good 
An' there ain't no blinkin' "seconds" 
For that's quite understood. 

An' then the good old hometown 
An' the folks all waiting there 
It will seem to us like Heaven 
With all our loved ones fair. 
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HARDPAN THEOLOGY 

No comment. 


It's not so grand 

When you play your hand 

And you haven't on ace in the hole. 

When you haven't a trump 

You feel like a chump 

When you haven't on ace in the hole. 

No matter which way 

You figure to play 

It seems that you'll lose in the end. 

In life's pack of cards 

There's lots of discards 

And you long for the hand of a friend. 

I'm willing to bet 

Ahead you will get 

When pushing along toward your goal 

You'll make no mistake 

You'll win every stake 

If you have God as on ace in the hole. 
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WHEN I RETURN 


Boy, how we got sentimental. At any rate, if one is in the mood, might 
as well get busy. 


The years hove been long and dreary 
And skies of blue hove been few 
But deep in my heart I'm planning 
To build a new world for you. 

I'll build a new world for you, dear, 
And you shall reign as its Queen 
I'll plant a garden with flowers, dear. 
With you there completing the scene. 
I'll hove a sky that is silvered 
With stars in a sky ever blue 
I'll build a new world for you, dear. 
When I return to you. 

MAC-O-GRAM— 

Look for this in music at your music store. 







I SANG FOR YOU ALONE 


Just a verse to fill in the time. A bit sentimentcd, but we did feel that 
way at times. 

* ♦ * * ♦ 

The day is done 
The hour for parting's here 
Twilight hours are gone again 
Lovely lady, good night. 

Shall you in dreams 
And recollections of this scene 
Remember the songs I song 
For you alone, this night? 

Will you remember the words 
In the long, long afterward 
The melody divine 
Implored you to be mine 
Forever, my dear. 

And now that you know 
ril soy before I go 
ITl be dreaming of you 
After I soy "good night." 
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BIRTHDAY GREETINGS FROM THE PADRES 

First, I told the Padres of my intention to print this; secondly, I want to 
express to all, my unbounded esteem for Captains Loite and Bomet. Cribbage 
—^well, they excelled in this gome, perhaps as much as they did in all their 
good works in comp. They certainly celebrated my birthday, os you can 
see in the poem, but at that, they're both very stout fellows. 

***** 

We hove two worthy chaplains 
Captains Laite on' Jim Bomet 
These two Christian gentlemen 
I'm not liable to forget. 

I don't bear a gmdge agin' them 
Their hospitality was fine 
There's a welcome on their door-mat 
For all at anytime. 

Now, in the game of "Cribbage" 

They make a real good team 
I think the Lord's on their side 
At least, to me it seems. 

Now I can take a lickin' 

In this game of "fifteen two" 

But here's a little story 
That I'll unfold to you. 

It happened on my birthday 
When to "crib" I went to bat 
They trimmed me rather badly 
An' skunked me twice at that. 

Now in fairness, I would ask you 
Is that a Christian act? 

But it's not all the story 
There's more to tell than that— 

'Course they handed out the gaspers 
And poured me out some tea 
They even gave me a sandwich 
They were celebratin', don't you see? 

Well, there ain't no use in kickin' 

We had lots of fun that day 

Till they tied a "mournin' band" round me 

And sent me on my way. 

I guess I'll just forgive them 
We're still good friends at that 
But one day I'll get even 
Or I'll eat my blinkin' hat. 
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ALL TRAILS LEAD TO WINNIPEG 

After all, I'm coming back home (someday) and feel that even here, I've 
got to give a boost to the old town. 


***** 

All trails lead to Winnipeg 
Golden city of the West, 

You'll get a royal welcome 
When you become it's guest. 

You'll have the freedom of the city 
'They'll hand you out the best, 

So toot your horn and head for 
That Paradise in the West. 

When you're planning a vacation 
It's ten to one you'll find 
That all trails lead to Winnipeg 
Where friendly hearts ore kind. 

If it's fishin' that you're fond of 
Or you like to hunt big game. 

Just toot your horn an' head for 
Where life is far from tame. 

So turn your car toward Winnipeg 
The gateway of the West, 

We'll be more than pleased to have you 
Become our annual guest. 
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SHOULDER TO SHOULDER 


August 4th, 1914, to May, 1919, would seem to be enough of war for 
almost anybody, but I guess there is such a thing as "itchy feet." Perhaps 
that's why I found myself in step with the lad whom I figured would represent 
the "Clan" or the family. Of course, he prefers the air. As for me, I found 
myself right at home again with the old foot-slogging infantry. 

***** 

You can't just leave me behind, son. 

When you march away with a swing 
To do your bit for your country 
For the Empire and your King. 

Our battle lines ore different 
You'll do yoiir bit in the air 
I will be found in position 
On a battlefield, over there. 

It's a while since I handled a rifle 
I just don't know if I'll shape 
But you can bet your last dollar 
I aim to fire it straight. 

It's great to be shouldering arms 
I'm not only proud but I'm glad 
To do my bit for His Majesty 
Like I did for his dear old Dad. 

But listen, son, while I tell you 
There'll be times when you'll feel a bit down 
But you've got the stuff that con take it 
And show them you're victory bound. 

I know you'll never shirk danger 
An' I guess somehow you'll pull through 
Then someday back in the homeland 
I'll be proud indeed to meet you. 

So wherever you are today, son. 

You'll know I'm wishing you well 
As you wing your way through skies, lad. 

To let loose a load of real Hell. 

It's great to be shouldering arms 
So let's march off with a swing 
To fight our country's battles 
An' do a bit for our King. 
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UNTIL YOU DO 

It never took very much for one to interest himself in someone else. There 
were so many times that one really had to, and I will soy this for the lads, 
they never let you down in the pinch. 


***** 

What hove you done today, lad. 

As you made the rounds of the Camp. 
Did the light of desire really shine 
As bright os Aladdin's lamp. 

Did you stop to say a word or two 
To the chap whose face was long; 

Did you bring a sparkle to his eyes 
And leave in his heart a song. 

Did you drop in where the sickly lay 
Did you bring them hope and cheer 
That soon they'd be with loved ones. 
That the end was very near. 

Did you soy "hello" in passing by 
The holt, the lame, the blind. 

Did you moke it seem a duty 
Not attempt at being kind. 

Did you with patience listen 
To someone's "ups and downs" 

Did you tell him that a smile or two 
Are better far than frowns. 

If you've done these things, my lad. 
You too, can wear a smile 
That will start you off tomorrow 
To do the things worth while. 
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DOMINION DAY 
JULY h 1943 

Well, we were cdl a bit homesick when this great day come ro\ind. We 
celebrated it in some sort of way. 

***** 

Hail to thee our fair Dominion 
Native land beyond the sea, 

We thy sons this day do greet you 
With our hearts so full of thee. 

Land of forest, plain and prairie 
Land of freedom and renown 
Tho' the foe you fight is mighty 
Thou shall wear the victor's crown. 

We thy sons who faced the battle 
'Midst screaming shell and cannon roar 
Pray each day to live to see 
The regal beauty of thy shore. 

Tho' captive here we ploy the gome 
Remembering thus thy honored fame 
We would this day renew our pledge 
To keep unsullied thy good name. 

When guns ore silent once again 
And peace shall reign supreme 
Our longing eyes shall turn once more 
To view the homeland scene. 

Whatever be the task ahead 

We ask for nothing more 

Than to help you build a stronghold 

A newborn nation, within our shores. 
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SILENCE 

lust a thought on what might well mean something we have looked 
tor throughout the centuries and never quite found. 

♦ * * * * 

SILENCE . . . 

The thunder of guns is stilled 
The blood of men has ceased to flow 
To fertilize the fields that grow 
The seeds of an everlasting peace. 

SILENCE . . . 

Not the kind that once we knew 
When captive in prison camp 
When winds blew in both chill and damp 
When stars and moon shone down on us 
In the still silence of the night, but, 

SILENCE . . . 

The golden strain that comes with peace, 

When love in hearts of all doth reign 
The bitter past proved not in vain 
Praise be then unto His name 
For the peaceful silence of it all. 
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THE COMING DAWN 

This is but a picture of hope within the human breast, not perhaps alone 
in this Camp, but all the world over. 


Gone shall be the shadows. 

Our hopes are centered on 
The life that lies beyond the veil 
With the coming of the dawn. 

Beyond a veil 

> Misty from tears 

I see the coming dawn 

That lies behind 

The yesteryears 

With all the shadows gone. 

A world that's new 
And where we too 
In love shall travel on. 

From Heaven above 
A Father's hand 
Shall guide us safely on 
To anchored rest 
Where love is blest, 

With the coming of the dawn. 
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OUR MOTHERLAND 

Every port of the British Empire was represented. Added to this number 
could be found at least one, and in some cases more than one representative 
of every nation in the world. The Comp certainly might be described as 
a meeting place of the League of Nations. One felt a justifiable pride at such 
a wide representation. It might hove been termed "the tug of cq^ron strings;" 
the coll to the young from the Motherland. 


For o'er the wide Pacific 
And the broad Atlantic too 
To the shorelines of our Empire 
The call for men came through. 

Our Motherland's in danger 
Her very life at stoke 
The ruthless foe advances 
Is knocking at her gate. 

The Commonwealth of Nations 
The links that make the chain 
Moulding a mighty Empire 
Stood ready for the strain. 

Across the far flung islands 
Men stood ready for the day 
A mighty force united 
Prepared to meet the fray. 

Cannons roared and thundered 
The sky was black with planes 
The earth a seething turmoil 
A world that's gone insane. 

We met with some reverses 
Found the going pretty hard 
At times our situation 
Indeed looked rather bad. 

But we hove the stuff to take it 
Right square upon the chin 
You can't hold down proud freemen 
Who have the will to win. 

The tide is swiftly turning 
Right shall reign o'er wrong 
Gallant men ore now advancing 
To the tuneful freeman's song. 

Soon shall cease the noise of battle 
When the foe is trampled down 
Then we'll see our Mother Britain 
Proudly wear the Victor's crown. 

Heaven bless our King and Queen 
May their reign o'er us be long 
A lasting peace for Motherland 
Is on Empire's prayerful song. 
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GREATER LOVE HATH NO MAN 


Here is perhaps the thought of many. It expresses, I feel, the attitude of 
those who faced tiie possibility of never returning home again. 

***** 

Do not mourn for me in homeland 
Count not death on empty loss 
For through such, I've reaped God's promise 
A crown of life, and not a cross. 

What was I but mortal cloy 
Fashioned by His hand divine 
Who placed within the spark of life 
That knew not span of measured time. 

Such I laid upon the altar 
When there came to me the call 
To fight again for Canada 
My native land, beloved by all. 

Grieve not then because I died 
Rote not death a sacrifice 
If ye who live shall dwell in peace 
As I, enriched by Heaven's prize. 
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A TRAPPER'S HOME SWEET HOME 

More of the "Northern" stuff, where men ore men, and women are glad 
of it. A lot of the lads from other countries seemed interested in this particular 
phase of Canadian life. 

***** 

It's funny how that some folks 
Prefer the city gay 

That's plastered o'er with bright lights 
Where revelry holds sway. 

As for me, I'm just a-hungerin' 

For a sniff of real lack-pine 
An' the welcome howl of huskies 
When I reach that home of mine. 

There's a little log shack settin' 

On the bonks of ripplin' brook 
Where every minute's peaceful 
'Roimd that cozy little nook. 

I make no boast 'bout furniture 
It ain't the Park Lane kind 
lust odds an' ends of lumber 
That I've gathered up through time. 

There ain't no bell a-ringin' 

On the doorway or the 'phone 

It's all a bit old-fashioned 

Still, to me, it's Home Sweet Home. 

When you boast of fancy curtains 
I'm original in style 
I drape the sponkiest cobwebs 
To be seen for many a mile. 

An' there's my team of huskies 
A snarlin' bunch of hounds 
They know full well who's master 
When they step out of bounds. 

There ain't no bell a-tollin' 

A-callin' me to prayer 
But I've a sure fire feeling 
That God lives everywhere. 


! 
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Some folks would call it lonely 
To live the quiet hours 
But they haven't heard my songsters 
As they sing on leafy bower. 

So, if you're passin' my way 
An' in the woods I room 
Just lift the latch on' enter 
An' moke yourself at home. 

It ain't no Hubbard cupboard 
Tho' the bill of fare is plain 
Just eat those beans on' bacon 
An' you'll be back again. 

It's funny how that some folks 
Prefer a city gay 
As for me, I'm cdways happy 
Just to live a trapper's way. 
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AMERICA'S DEAD 

We had a number of American chops with us; they were of the Merchant 
Marine seivice. It was only natural that we had a great deal to do with 
™©r all, they were our neighbours, lads from across the border. 
We lost a few of these boys through sickness and I was asked to do something 
so th^ toeh next of kin might know that we regretted their death, yet, were 
proud of their sacrifice. I feel that in this writing, I pay at the some time, 
just tribute to all Americans who made the supreme sacrifice for the defence 
of Liberty. God bless them. 


Loud tho' thy praises be 
We, the dead, shall never hear 
The plaudits of the cheering throngs 
Will never reach our ears. 

We shall not see the sculptor's art 
On monumental stone 
Nor view again the Stars and Stripes 
O'er native land when flown. 

We shall not see thy shores again 
Proud land of liberty 
Nor blend our voice in tuneful port 
In songs of victory. 

We cannot ease the aching hearts 
Of dear ones "over there" 

Nor kiss again those loving lips 
That remembered us in prayer. 

Yet proud we are to leave behind 
A foundation strong and true 
The worm red blood of battle slain 
Is our heritage to you. 

And as ye build anew each day 
There shall rise for world to see 
A strong and mighty nation 
The America, to be. 

Upon thy shores where all shall dwell 
In peace and love supreme 
We shall remain forever 
The silent and imseen. 

Guard ye well this heritage 
The gift from battlefield 
And wove aloft Old Glory's flag 
Let freedom be thy shield. 
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A ROLLING TAR GATHERS SOME MOSS 

Here is a bit of nonsense put together for the "Saturday Night Shows." 
Given in a somewhat inebriated state (imitation) it brought a smile or two, 
and that after all, is the big thing. I found consolation in the fact that after 
my night out, there was no resulting headache the next morning. 

***** 

On the good ship Yak-a-hic-a-doola 
IVe shayled the sheven sheas 
Stopped at all the pubs, sir 
Had drink, well, maybe three. 

We were bound for Rye or Gin Beero 
Ping-Pong and Sing-no-more 
Two cigarettes in the dark, sir? 

Why, nobody keeps a score. 

The night was stark and dormy 
The wolves were howling wild 
When up spoke "Paddy Keenan" 

"ITl hove a pint of 'Mild'." 

I shayed says I, I'm shorry 

But tonight I have no kale 

But if you stick aroun' for shupper 

I'll give you my Rice and Whale. 

The air was rent with piercing cry 
The ship it gave a lurch 
So we wired to Winston Churchill 
From the top of a blinkin' church. 

'Twas a terrible night indeed, sir. 

The cheese was going bad 
So the organ peeled potatoes 
While the choir rendered lard. 

Then up spoke "lacky Aubert" 

Who was sittin' on the rails 

"How 'bout weighin' the anchor, staff," 

Okay, but I've lost the scales! 

So I grabbed a dozen lifebelts 
An' wrapped 'em roun' me brow 
Had a bite of dinner 
Then went down an' milked the cow. 

So I shifted both propellors 
An' lashed 'em to the mast 
Then hollered down to Engine Room 
"Head home!—and moke it fast." 

So I'm homeward bound me hearties, 

Vancouver is the spot 

Then I'll hop along to Winnipeg 

It's the best town of the lot. 

Then cheerio me comrades 
Pip pip. Squeak squeak. Bon soir. 

I'll see you in the "Marlbora" 

When we've finished this blinkin' war. 
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A CANADIAN TRIBUTE 

We sh^l remember the friendship that was ours with all the Portuguese 
boys, members of the Hong Kong Defence Corps. They had much in common 
with us, oil the playing fields, as well as in the entertainment line. They 
worked with us in a spirit that was admired as well as appreciated. 

***** 

It really is a pleasure 
To sit here at my ease 
And pen a little picture 
Of the friendly Portuguese. 

It really should be easy 
They don't know how to hate 
Their ways ore very friendly 
They hove such kindly traits. 

They fought upon the hilltops 
Some died, but not in vain 
For here their kindred brethren 
Keep immortal their good name. 

They're on asset to the island 
And command all due respect 
For in every public project 
You'll find them there on deck. 

And here behind the wires 
You'll know them by their smile 
From them one gets a lesson 
How to face the weary mile. 

And so it is a pleasure 
While I sit here at my ease 
To soy we'll all remember 
The friendly Portuguese. 
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WE HAVE NOT FORGOTTEN 

Those of us who were in the last war, as well os many others, will 
remember the great poem by that gallant Canadian officer, the late Lt. Col. 
MacRae, ''In Flanders Fields." I hove tried to record an echoing answer to it 


Fear not ye who lie asleep 
In Flanders poppied fields, 

Your sons and comrades too, of old 
To foe shall never yield 

The torch you gave to bear on high 
Is truly burning bright. 

As again the sons of Canada 
Fight for truth and right. 

'Tis but token of fulfillment 
Of a pledge made years ago. 

To carry on for Empire 
And crush the ruthless foe. 

The battle's long and fearsome 
But we'll never slacken pace, 

'Till we rid the world of tyrants 
And make earth God's dwelling place. 

So let there be no doubting 
As we face the last long lop. 

And prove that "co-prosperity" 

Hasn't changed the blinkin' mop. 

Then sleep ye well in Flanders fields 
We'll never let you down. 

As long indeed as poppies grow 
We'll guard your Victor's crown. 
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FORECAST 

After listening to the many and varied bills of fore to be gone through 
when the boys get home???—I found myself in the mood for contradicting 
mcmy of their opinions. That is, I did (at the risk of my life) offer this opinion 
and here you have it. 

***** 

I'm not an epicurean 
In the matter of good eats 
Nor am I termed on expert 
In culinary feats. 

I lately hove developed 
A hankering for rice 
I must confess I hate it 
Yet, at times, it's rather nice. 

We hove it for our breakfast 
And luncheon too as well 
Now, as to what's for dinner 
Do I really hove to tell? 

Of course one must remember 
That in eating lots of rice 
You're helping dear old China 
In this little game of dice. 

Some will want to fade you 
To trade your rice for steak 
Covered o'er with onions 
With H.P. as a bait. 

Turn aside their offer 
Hold tightly to your can 
Remain a willing martyr 
And not on also ran. 

There is some consolation 
In the sacrifice you've made 
Remember Mother Hubbard 
And the bone that did a fade. 

We might be short of rations 
No bully beef or jam 
Not even a pickled herring 
Or a slice of Swift's good ham. 

All these things ore missing 
For a little while at least 
But someday we ore planning 
To have the darndest feast. 

We'll raid like Mother Hubbard 
The cook book we will scan 
We'll turn the pages quickly 
To find out if we can— 

The quick and easy way 
Of cooking something nice. 

It's a dollar to a doughnut 
We'll end up, boiling RICE. 
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WHEN DAY IS DONE 

I think most of us will agree that of schools, this has been a hard one. 
The experience which has been ours is, indeed, unique in itself. But I think 
it will be agreed that our time has not been wasted and this for many reasons. 
We do not any longer look upon our fellow man as being a mere individual. 
We hove witnessed too much suffering, we hove seen too many examples of 
self-sacrifice, too many enobling deeds. This, I think, can never be discarded 
in arriving at our new conception of human values. Our estimation of 
humanity at large, such as we hove seen it, emphasizes indeed, that man is 
not mere man alone, but that he possesses a soul which is an unbreakable link 
with the Divine. 


***** 

When light of dawn comes peeping through 

Let me be strong that day 

Let me be true unto myself 

And friend to all who pass my way. 

Let all my thoughts be ever kind 
From early mom till setting sun 
Let me be noble in defeat 
And humbly proud of battles won. 

Let not my lips forbid the words 
To waken love in someone's breast 
Let not my hand be still if chance 
Shall grant me power to measure best. 

Let not my eyes be closed to evil 
So that I may see more clear 
The beauties of the firmament 
God's handiwork, so ever near. 

Let honest work be purchase price 
For daily meat and bread 
Let not the tempter's words ensnare me 
To gather poisoned fruits instead. 

Let my sympathy be ever free 
For those in peril or in pain 
Let all the good I ever do 
Be added tribute to God's name. 

Let me lie down at eventide 
And dream of things to come 
Let all my years be as today 
Content I'll be when day is done. 
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YOU BETCHA 

Ifer© s another bit of business for the Saturday night shows. I can safely 
soy that most ©very one in Camp agreed with the sentiment expressed in 
the lost three verses. 

***** 

.Wter all, it's not a secret 
I've been a lad to roam 
But tonight I'm really yearning 
For a glimpse of Home Sweet Home. 

I was born^ in Bonnie Scotian' 

The land o' Robbie Burns 

The home o' real guid "Whuskey" 

An' haggis by the tons. 

I've been across to Ireland 
That gem upon the map 
*111© home of pretty colleens 
Faith, I fell for one at that. 

I wandered o'er to London 
To promenade the Strand 
Then along to George's palace 
To shake a friendly hand. 

I've parley-voued with Frenchy 
In the city of Pare© 

Their champagne and their women 
Are just "tres bonne" with me. 

I've goose-stepped in the Reichland 
With Fritz to "sprachen Deutsche" 

I didn't call on Hitler 
He talks too bloomin' much. 

I went to Salonika 
To study Grecian art 
Found the Greek girls pretty 
And very warm at heart. 

I've been to old Jamaica 
Where there ain't no settin' sun 
Where all the whites go native 
With the women an' their rum. 

An' here I am in China 
'The land of greens and rice 
With bed-bugs by the millions 
An' a squeeze in every price. 

I'm through with all my sailin' 

No more again I'll room 

You can hove your foreign places 

As for me. I'll stay at home. 

I've a yen to see the homeland 
Its prairies on' its plains 
If you catch me leaving Canada 
Well, you're right. I'll be INSANE. 
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THANKFUL 


I think the following will express the sentiment of each and everyone of 
us who were spared to be in our own home on Christmas, 1945. 

***** 

I'm thankful for this Christmas 
And all the joy it brings 
I'm thankful for the caroled songs 
That everybody sings. 

I'm thankful for the happy sight 
Of children 'round my tree 
As they open up the presents 
From Santa, ma and me. 

I'm thankful for the voice of friend 
As he enters 'cross my door 
For the welcome clasp of friendly hand 
Port wealth from friendship's store. 

I'm thankful for the food I gave 

To that poor hungry soul 

Who plods along with just one "Friend" 

And Heaven as his goal. 

I'm thankful for the little church 
To hear the choir sing 
I'm thankful for the message 
That every Christmas brings. 

I'm thankful for the birth of One— 

That a Prince of Peace was born 
I'm thankful too for saving grace 
Tho' price was crown of thorn. 

I'm thankful too to have around 

The people that I love 

And thankful too, for voice to soy. 

Thanks—to God above. 

(Written Sunday, December 23rd, 1945, in Winnipeg.) 
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WHY—YOU'RE A MILLIONAIRE 

Perhaps I'd better say that there may be more truth than poetry in the 
following. But it's worth pondering over, isn't it? 


You really need no money 
Or gold and diamonds rare, 

You're loaded down with treasure, 
Why—you're a millionaire. 

You see it's all so simple 
When you figure out your wealth 
You rate a million dollars 
When you enjoy good health. 

Use those eyes to look and see 
That lovely yellow rose. 

If you were blind, you wouldn't see it. 
Or the garden where it grows. 

Nor would you see with sightless eyes 
The radiant smile of friend 
Or the race of little children 
To meet you, at day's end. 

If you were deaf you couldn't hear 
The sound of tuneful song 
You would miss the laughter gay 
Of the happy passing throng. 

Without those hands you couldn't pot 
The winsome head of passing child 
Or gather from the forest there 
The bloom of flowers wild. 

If tongue were stilled, you couldn't give 
A kindly word to friend 
Or speak the message of the heart 
When weary day does end. 

But why go on, let's add them up 
These priceless gifts from God 
It's like a breath of Heaven 
When friend gives friendly nod. 

Your eyes to see, your ears to hear 
Qosp then those hands in prayer 
And with your lips, give thcmks to Him, 
While you're a millionaire. 
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COUNT TEN 


Just a little idea which will never go wrong. 

***** 

Gee, but it's swell 

When you're feeling well 

And you step along with a swing, 

Your eyes are agleam 

With beautiful scenes 

And the happiness all of it brings. 

You haven't a care 

With beauty so rare 

You feel that the world's all your own, 

You glance at it all 

Those trees grand and tall 

With the hand of your God ever shown. 

Amidst the wild flowers 

You ramble for hours 

You seem all alone, but for God; 

So you failed to see 
And this shouldn't be. 

The stranger, who looked for your nod. 

'Course you didn't know 

But, it always seems so 

When you're occupied only, with self. 

That all you have seen 

Has forever been 

Just part of everyone's wealth. 

So the stranger missed 
The nod that he wished 
And passed along on his way, 

And you missed your chance 
To give friendly glance. 

And ruined a beautiful day. 
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GOOD INTENT 


You hove reached the last page, and the lost little rhyme. I hove done 
what my friends and comrades wanted me to do. I ask myself, "Has it 
been worth while?" I believe that many of these contributions were 
enjoyed by the lads. I think I can even say that some of the little rhymes 
helped a few along. If it did only that, then I am well rewarded. I feel that 
most of my subject matter deserves a much more able hand than mine, but, 
after all, one can but attempt to bring even a little joy into the lives of others. 
I felt it my duty to serve my country, not just on the battlefield alone, but in 
the Prison Camp too, which was ours for nearly four years. I never felt 
happier than when some lad would come and soy he got a bit of help or 
pleasure from one of these poems. I think all of us who tried our best to 
help and encourage the weaker chop, to brighten his life in some way, will 
feel much better for so doing. The fight behind those wires has been no easy 
one. It has token all that we had to beat it. Good intent: Yes, ITl plead guilty 
to such a charge, tho' the penalty in this case should be light Perhaps I may 
even live to hear a little praise from someone who has enjoyed reading this 
book. In the lines that follow, I think I have said, or rather expressed, 
something of how I felt about things in general. I have written in the mood 
of the moment, and hope that when you read this last rhyme, you will have 
no regrets at having purchased something that has been entertaining as well 
as enlightening. Thank you. 


Time hung rather heavy 
In that Prison Comp of ours 
It really kept one guessing 
How to pass the weary hours. 

Of course there was the question 
Of what was best to do 
To keep you on your uppers 
And help you see things through. 

There were those who took up music 
A few had gardening tools 
Some had knitting needles 
And made fine socks of wool. 

Some of course took lessons 
On how to "Porley-Vous" 

But here's a little secret 
That rU unfold to you. 

lust how I ever started 
The good Lord only knows 
I never was a poet 
You can see that, I suppose. 
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Perhaps my lack of license 
To pen these rhyming lines 
Will one day earn some merit— 
That it's not all wasted time. 

I soar not the terrestrial 
Or pen some famous ode 
I've merely tried to lighten 
The other fellow's load. 

To none I make apology 
When I speak of Him divine 
For in most of all my efforts 
His hand penned more than mine. 
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AVANT DE PARTm 


The fire has gone out, my friend, the leaping flames ore no more. Gone 
is the rich red glow of burning ember. 

In the fireplace, there is nothing left but the cold grey ashes of something 
that once had life. 

You ore feeling comfortable. YouVe been with the muses. You hove 
had a link with the past, and now, you reflect quietly by yourself without the 
cdd of artificial curtain of flame or embers to portray the pictures of your mind 
at the moment. 

Before you retire for the night, before you place this book on the shelf 
of your librcny, I want to soy I am honored to hove been with you, for indeed, 
in this little book in your hcmd, you hold, my friend, a bit of my real self. 

It may be that again you shall pick me up—again repair to the leaping 
flame, the glow of ember ash. Perhaps also, in the review, there will come 
even greater enjoyment. If the truths contained in this message distinguish 
between the real and the "make believe," that we hear so much about, 
then I am crniply repaid. 

Gtood night, and pleasant dreams. 

"Staff" 
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